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So that 'gainst that war-flier from boast I with-
hold me.

Abide ye upon burg with your byrnies bewarded,
Ye men in your battle-gear, which may the better
After the slaughter-race save us from wounding
Of the twain of us.   Naught is it yours to take over,
Nor the measure of any man save alone me,   2532
That he on the monster should mete out his

might,
Or work out the earlship : but  I with my main

might

Shall gain me the gold, or else gets me the battle,
The perilous life-bale, e'en me your own lord.

Arose then by war-round the warrior renowned
Hard under helm, and the sword-sark he bare
Under the stone-cliffs: in the strength then he

trowed

Of one man alone ; no dastard's way such is.   2540
Then he saw by the wall (e'en he, who so many,
The good of man-bounties, of battles had out-liv'd,
Of crashes of battle whenas hosts were blended)
A stone-bow a-standing, and from out thence a

stream
Breaking forth from the burg ; was that burn's

outwelling
All hot with the war-fire; and none nigh to the

hoard then

K